PRIVATE   LIVES              ACT III
VICTOR : Don't talk such tot.
ELYOT : You must forgive me for taking rather a
gloomy view of everything but the fact is, I suddenly
feel slightly depressed.
VICTOR : I intend to divorce Amanda, naming you as
co-respondent.
ELYOT : Very well.
VICTOR : And Sibyl will divorce you for Amanda.
It would be foolish of either of you to attempt any
defence.
ELYOT :   Quite.
VICTOR : And the sooner you marry Amanda again,
the better.
ELYOT : I'm not going to marry Amanda.
VICTOR:  What?
ELYOT :  She's a vile tempered wicked woman.
VICTOR : You should have thought of that before.
ELYOT : I did think of it before.
VICTOR (firmly) : You've got to marry her.
ELYOT : I'd rather marry a ravening Leopard.
VICTOR (angrily): Now look here. I'm sick of all
this shilly-shallying. You're getting off a good deal
more lightly than you deserve; you can consider
yourself damned lucky I didn't shoot you.
ELYOT (pith sudden vehemence): Well, if you'd had a
spark of manliness in you, you would have shot me.
You're all fuss and fume, one of these cotton wool
Englishmen. I despise you.
VICTOR (through clenched teeth): You despise me ?
ELYOT : Yes, utterly. You're nothing but a
rampaging gas bag ! (He goes off into his room and slams
the door, leaving VICTOR speechless with fury> AMANDA and
SIBYL re-enter.)
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